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CONVIVIALIST, 


EF XX F 


THE RIVAL'D GODS, 


ROUND the heavenly throne of Jove 
A. feaſt was held one day: 
Says Bacchus, to the Queen of Love, 
Let's drive dull cares aſtray: 
His right hand held a foaming bowl, 
With mirth his brow was crown'd ; 
Come here, he cry'd, each giddy too}, 
Let wine and joy abound. 


With riſing rage Hercules burn'd, 
Th' Oiympic game to urge 

Thy way, blythe God, I've always ſcorn'd; 
Submit, or fear my ſcourge. 

Fly pleaſures have more charms than wealth, 
When Prudence crowns the feaſt; 

My royal games give roſy health, 
Whult wine makes man a beaſt. 


Apollo next, with blooming grace, 
Arole to gain the field ; 

The flowing bowl, the ſwifteſt race, 
Mult all to muſic yield: 

And can you e'er preſume, ſaid he, 
With ſounds divine to cope? 

Each Goddeſs ſure will join with me, 
So bid fare wel to hope. 


8A 


n N * dee kis life then could fave. 
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To ſeek the earth they ſoon agreed, 
It rural ſports to view; 
& Gay Bacchus thought be ſhould ſucceed, 
When firſt he *ſpicd you; 
Whilſt afar off, the God exclaim'd, 
See Comus merry train: 
Hercules when a ſight he'd gain'd, 
Thought it had been th? Olympic game. 


Arriving near, they did ſurround, 
And view'd the jovial ſet; f 

Amaz'd ! they aſked all around, 4 
And learn'd it was Criekett: | 

Apollo own'd it muſic bet, | | | 
And laid zf:de his lyre: 

They then did join this happy ſct, 
And every ſoul inſpire. 


The Cadt did join the jovial ſet \ 
All jrys muſt yield to ſaueet Crickett. 
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THE DEATH OF CAPTAIN COOK. 7 
OU brave Britons all, give ear to my lays, 75 


In the theme 1 have now undertook 
Whilſt, as well as I can, I will fing in the praiſe 
Of the valiant and bold Captain Cook. 


His perſon was manly, his courage was brave, | 
And his mind on diſcovery bent: 1 
He lov'd a good ſeaman, and to pumi ſi a knave Fl 
His aſſiſtance he n lent. 5 


him ſtruck dead in the ſight of his crew, 


Was the cry the whole ſhips along: 


Wo. 


Oh! think but the grief that ſeized each breaſt 
When they dragg'd him away from their view : 

Each generous tar ſeem'd of life quite bereft, 
Not a man then his duty could do. 


But reviving, at length, each man to his gun 


Give fire was next heard-—and ſoon they begun 
To ſpread death the poor natives among. | 


But, lo! to the woods they took his remains, 
And in pieces it frightfully tore ; 

When quickly their Morai was ſeen all on flames, 
And the cannons did dreadfully roar. 


Thus fell the brave Cook, a great grief to his crew, 
And all Britons who courage appiove 

On earth, he was try d, prov'd conſtant and true, 
Then was call'd to be bleſſed above. 
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SONG Ill. 


LOVELY LAVINIA. 


HE Spring had return'd with its ſweet verdant hue, 
When I roſe to walk over the lawn; 
The birds ſweetly carol'd around on each bough, 
And wak'd the fair op 'ning morn ; 
The bleating young lambs ſo playful did bound, 
This ſcene no rapt boſom can tell : 
Thro? intricate mazes the ſtream ran around 


Where the ſweet woody choriſters dwell. 


» 
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A hill I aſcended, and ſtood on the brow, 
To behold the rich ſcene down below ; 
A ſweet little cottage flood juſt in my view, 

Rich fruit-trees around it did grow: 1 
Curioſity led me to view the ſweet cott, Rn 

Where I thought ſure ſome Goddeſs had firay'd 1 7 
When a fair lovely virgin appear'd from the grot. Lal 

With joy I beheld the dear mag. 
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. ue, oh ! ye youths! with fo charming a grace, 
nile ber hair in looſe ringlets flow'd ; 
Mad beauty, triumphant, ſhone ſweet in her face, 
F” Fen Cupid to ber would have bow'd : 

I told her my love, thus ſhe ſweetly reply'd, 
. Oh ! ye Gods ! ſure her voice was diviae) 

O could I, dear youth, on your words but rely, 

I willingly then would be thine.” 
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The morning arriv'd, joy beam'd all around, 
To her cottage I haſted away: 

The village bells rang with a charming ſweet ſound, 
To hail the return of the May. 

We went to the church, and were joined for life, 
And now we live happy and free ; 


Bid adieu to-contention, vexation, and firife— 
None ſo bleſt as Lavinia and Me. 


SONG 1V, 


THE DYING VETERAN. Iv 
H ! when I look back on the life I have ſpent, 5. f 


There's nothing I find that doth give me content 3 
Each day it is mark'd with freſh ſorrow and grief, 
But death's near at hand—and will give me relic. 


The pain which I fee] what deſcription can tell, 
With anguiſh of mind I now. bid you farewel : 
Farewel, my dear friends, for we ſoon now mult part, 
The ball, too well aim'd, it bath Jodg'd in my heart. 


From my wounds, lo! the blood in effuſions doth pour, 
My ſpirits are ſpent ! I ſhall ſoon be no more! 

My eyes they grow dim, and my ſtrength *gins to fail 
In vain do I ſtrive— fill Death will prevail. 


> But now I am call'd, Death no longer will wait, 
Tie ia vain to oppoſe - I ſubmit to my fate: 
No quit this vain world, in peace, and iu love 
re, oh ! receive me to the manſions. above. 
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THE TROUBLES OF EUROPE: 


ROM Europe's powers calm peace is fled, . 
F Around deſtruQtion hangs its head, 
All mingle in the flames 


Firſt Turk begun the dreadful woes, 2 : 
Proud Ruſſia, to defend her cauſe, * 


Glow'd in the field of fame. 1 


In bloody deeds they ſoon engage; p 
To ſpread fierce war's deſtructive rage 'Y 
Along the Baltic ſhore :- 
With Danes and Auſtrians Ruſſia join'd, a 
The Turks and Swedes gainſt them combin'd;. 1 
To try their mighty power. 


Next Holland canght the burning flame, 1 
E'en Gallias' ſovs may bluſh with ſhame, 7 
Mong guiltleſs blood they ſhine: 7 
Deep faction glows on all around; 
Beneath ſweet. Friendſhip's maſk they're found , 
To hide their court's deſign. i 3 


On England next the troubles ſeize, 
Our Monarch's ſtruck with dire diſeaſe, 
To every Briton's grief: 
Yea all the methods then was ta'en 
To eaſe his. wild, diſtemper'd brain, 
And Willis brought relief. 


In France, the civil war is found, 
The Baſtile ſmoaks upon the ground, 
And all their treaſure's ſpent :; 
Tho® pompous Spain againft us riſe, 
At Nootka Sound they took a prize, | 
Which ſaon they ſhall repent. 


For Briton's valiant, powerful fleet, 
Th? inſulting Dons ſhall ſoon defeat, | i 
While Howe doth us command : 4 

For o'er the ſtormy main afar, 1 
Shall Britiſh thunder pour her war, A 
And fre their hated land. | 2 
NG 3 2 FEED 
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' BRITONS TO ARMS. 
: Rb rouſe ye Biitons, rouſe and view, 


Ye brave intrepid ſuns of war 
Treacherons Spain intrudes on you, 
Quick yourlclves tor arms prepare: 
Then route, my fou's, go boldly on, 


And ſcourge the haughty Spaniſh Don, 


Let Britiſh valour once apain, 
O'ercome theſe vaultin » ſhves ; 
- Convince the baughty ſons of Spaia 
Britannia rules the waves. 


When red hot balls from Gib's fam'd rock, 
Brave Elliot at them threw ; 

They then ſeverely felt the ſhock, 
Which all their hopes o'erthre w. 


Great Charles he mourn'd his loſt eſtate, 
His Batteries, aud his crew; 

De Crillor in vengeance curſt his fate, 
While Britons bleſt the news. 


To theſe proud flaves whom oft we've beat, 
Shall Br:tong bow the knee? 
No ! ſoon they'll ſee a powerful fleet, 
Shall make them for to flee. 


When valiant Clarence ſhal! appear, 
To curb the inſulting Don; 

This gallant youth ſhall make them fear, 
While glory leads him on. 


Then let us jein with heart and hand, 
To curb the rebellious foe ;. , 

Spread deſolatiou thro? their land, 
And fill their breaſts with Foc. 
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THE S UND AVS WALK. 
Y To the theme which here I've penn'd, 

As I know you delight in a joke, O : 
My meaning is to tell 
What different frolicks fell 
Within my piercing ear, 


As I walked without fear, 
When taking a Sunday's walk, O, 


SONG VITl 


Players to the Marquee, 
80 ſull of life and glee, 
None like them for laughter and joke, O: 
Quite big with fits and ſtarts, 
As rehearfing of their parts; 
Whilſt Romeo loudly bawls, 
The Starv'd Apothecary calls, 
We're only taking a Sunday's walk, O. 


Servant. laſſes and their. \wains, 
Are a-tripping o'er the plaing— 

To ſome tea-houſe together they flalk, O: 
His hands claſp'd round her waiſt, 
Seems longing for to taſte 
Theſe lovers who. are true, 
Will think no harm they do, 

When a: taking a Sunday's walk, O. 


Apprentice boys in troops, 
Are join'd in mortal groups, 
Each laughing at his own filly joke, O: 

Not forty old Fiſh. Wives, 

Tho' ſcolding for their lives, 

Make ſuch 4 — noiſe, 

As did thele prating boys, 

| When a-taking a Sunday's walk, O. 


F next at Knaveſmire took a view, 
Where dreſt in buff aud blue, 


as - 


E roving Bucks attend au 


And a-ftriving which moſt ſhould talk, O | 
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The Crickett Sett I ſpy'd, 

And unto them I hy'd ; 

For to praiſe them I intended, 

But leaſt ſaid's ſooneſt mended, 
While a-taking a Sunday's walk, O. 
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THE FIGHT 


| morning dawn'd, the drums arous'd 
Euch ſoldier forth to fight; 

Trey wake, and ſtart, and ſeem confus'd 
To view the glorious ſight, 


The geighiag Reed elate doth burn, 
To hear the martial ſound ; 

He ſnorts, and farts, to follow on, 
And ramping, tears the grounds 


The dreadful eannons plac'd in view, 
To ſpread grim death around; 

The hardy Briton, firm and true, 
No longer fleeping's found. 


Now clad in arms, they take the field, 
To gain their noble caute ; 

Bright ſwords the hardy veterans wield, 

And, dauutleſs, braves their foes, 


The armies meet, the fig't begins, 
The thundering connons razr; 
Deſtructlon flies with rapid wings, 
And thouſands are no more. 


Now thickeſt ſmoke obſtructs the fight, 
While each at random fires ; 

None know but lires gainſt ſons doth fight, 
Aud ſons againſt their fires. 


(ur) 
The Gallick flaves diſorder'd fly, 
Their courage 'gins to fail: 


Their lines reſound with run, or do, 
For Britons doth prevail. 


Expiring view the veterans lay, 
O'ercome by martial wounds; 

Britons, triumphant, claim the day, 
With victory's charming ſound, 


11 BRAVE ED MUND. 
| OT my checks flow the teurs while the tale I relate, 
: Of the loſs of my Edmund ſo brave: 

lla the Halſewell he fell a victim to fate, 


> While endeavouring his meſſmate to ſave. 
L The midwatch was ſet, when the ſtorm it aroſe, 
5 My Edmund on duty was plac'd ; 


From that fatal hour began all my woes, 
= And ſorrow ſunk deep in my breaſt. 


The boatſwain was call'd, he pip'd for all hands, 
And quickly alarm'd the brave crew; 

Who roſe from their bammocks to hear the command, 
And ſoon the dread proſpect did view. 


| Each moment they thought they ſhould be no more, 
When Miſs Peirce was heard thus to ſay : 

Oh! father, if poſſible, gain yonder ſhore, 
No longer in danger here ſtay. 


Oh ! no, my dear children, with you I'll remain, 
For without you I ne'er can have reſt ; 

One watery grave us all ſhail contain, 
And he claſped them cloſe to his breaſt. 


At length the ſhip ſunk, and my Edmund had gain'd 
A rock on the oppoſite ſhore ; | 

When a meſſmate, who long in ſuſpenſe had remain'd, 
With tears did his pity implore. 
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dly endeavour'd to fave the brave tar, 
Hut, * ! his endeavours were vain! 

For a turbulent wave their hopes ſoon did mar, 
k And it ſwept them both into the main. 


SONG X. | 


FALSE-HEARTED SUSAN, 


HE laft time I left you, I little did think, 
That your lover ſo ſoon you would change; 

For at the ſad thought of grim danger I'd wink, 
And boldly round ſhip I would range: 

When the thunder's dread rear ſung around me, 
And light'nings flaſh'd vivid and blue, 

I'd no thoughts of the danger—confound me— 
My heart was ſo fix'd on my Sue, 


But had I eer thought you's have been ſuch a chez, 
As to give to a lubber your charms, 

The dangers would then have appeared more grea; 
When the — ſpread deadly alarms: 

For to fee how the ſhot flew around me, 
Stretching ghaſily-pale corps to my view ; 

I then 5 


d each danger —confound me 
My heart was ſo fix d on my Sue. 


Adieu! then thou falſe hearted maid, 
Pl again try the boiſterous main; 
My deep grief it will then be allay'd, 
In hopes we ſome glory may gain: 
And when conqueſt ſhall ſmile all around me, 
And when laurcls ſhall nod o'er my brow ; 
Why then, ſhiver—fizk—and confound me 
Tu find out ſome kind hearted Sue. 
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Y ſweet Burn fide Young Jockey at, 
And tuu'd his rural lays; | 


| Blithe Echo did his rains repeat, n 
Returning Fanny praiſe: "Be 
No other girl his love ſhould change - - 


3 
From Fanny's charms he ne'er would range, 


Attentive ſat the lovely maid, 
To hear her ſhepherd's tale; 
With rapture caught each word he ſaid, | 
In hopes that he'd prevail: 1 
He ſwore ſhe could alone control 1 
The inmoſt wiſhes of his ſoul. 


« Conſent, my fair one, (thus he cry d) 
% And all my fears deſtroy ; 
«© Then hie to church and be my bride, 
*« Come—fill my heart with joy: 
„Oh! ſpeak, my love, nor let deſpair. 
„Within my breaſt find entrance there,” 


: N | 
Ob! Jockey, dear, I own thy pow'r _ 
I feel from Cupid/s dare: WY. 
With joy 1 bleſs the happy hour + 8 
I felt its pleaſitig ſmart ; 2 Ce 
And, now, dear youth, I'm wholly thine 
Wich Plt all to thee conſig gn 


Now Jockey's with his Fanny bleſt, 
He tends his flocks all day ; Br. 
At night returns, and finds ſweet reſt, 
Each month with them is Mayr 
5 Then let each youth example take 
Nor, when in love, that love forſak . 
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SONG XIII. 


r 


Y maſter and I are at length arriv'd here, 
Contemplating each thing that's around us; 
Animated with courage, but I full of fear, 
To behold all theſe devils ſurround us. 


Why, do but behold, the ſhip's under weigh, 
How quickly the fails they're unfurling ; 

The evils, by this time, I dare for to ſay, 
Their ugly rough ſpits are a twirling. 


See, ſee in what vollies together they go, 
With viſages ſurly and bluff; 

But maſter, I'm ſure, if they roaſt us e er ſo, 
They will find we are deviliſh tough. 


Lions, Leopards, and Tigers howl wild long the ſhore, 
Around their grim caverns they're plac'd ; 

We ſhall preſently add to the number two more— 
Oh! maſter, don't be in ſ\ch haſte. 


But were I again in Thread needle-ftreet, 
To a chop houſe I'd inſtantly budge ; 
Nor make a diſpute, but I'd find better meat 
Than they'll pick from the bones of Poor Trudge. 


SONG XIII. | * 


DISCONSOLATE TAR. 


M return'd once more again to my own native Jand, 
What a difference now do I fee; 
The face which before look'd indifferent aud ſhy, 
Is nov all good natur'd and free. 
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But experience is good, tho” dearly it's bought, 
Can tell a fair friend from a foe ; 


Before now did [I think all around were my friends, 
But, alas! the difference I know, 


So whilſt I have wealth, I more prudent will be, 
P11 He true to my girl and to you; 

And when that it's gone, and no more I have left, 

I'll again join a jovial ſhip's crew, 


But, come, my brave boys, let's be all merry here, 
Drink ſucceſs unto each Britiſh tar ; 

May they ne'er want a friend when they are in diſtreſs, 

And return'd from the dangers of war. 


73 © XN @ YIVe 


THE SAILORs TOMB-STONE, 


ROM on board the Barfleur, here lies old Tom Flip, 
Whoſe ſail late with wind was well ſtor'd; 

But a ſtorm aroſe, and ſhiver'd his ſhip, 

And his main-maſt has ſtruck by the board. 


Not a ſailor throughout the whole of the fleet, 

Could boaſt ſuch a firm, honeſt heart: 
To hand, reef, or ſteer, none could do't more compleat, 
From his word too he ne'er would depart. 


When his country call'd, he was ready at hand, 

Whea in action, he often would cry | 
* Let us fight them, my lads, whilſt e'er we can ſtand, 
And, damn me, well fink ere we'll fly. 


When a youth, 'twas with joy heobey*dtheir commands, 
When a boatſwain his virtues were rare: : 

In a ſtorm none better could pipe for all hands, 

Orchear with theſe words, Don't deſpair.?? 
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„Nor at anchor he lays free from tempeſts and ſhoals, 
He no longer knows troubles or pain; 
But when the laſt whiſtle ſhall ſummon us all, 


Why then, he'll be raiſed again, 
N 
so * XV, 


ALMAS ALI CAWN. 


HY! happy was the time, and gladly paſt the day, k 
Diffuſing good to all, his time did glide away! . 


The plenteous ſmiles of fortune around him ſeem'd ty N 
dawn, g » 
No action ſtain'd the charaRer of Almas Ali Cawn, . 
On Indoſtan's fertile plains bis fortune lay around; 1 8 
With virtues (ſure attendant) his happineſs was crown'd; 8 
His wife, and beauteous offspring each virtue did adorn, A. 
And tranquil paſt the happy life of Almas Ali Cawn. 177 


But ſoon theſe fleeting joys away from him did fly, 
For H 's him beheld with a rapacious eye ! 
From family and friends he quickly had him torn, 
And ftraight to priſon was conveyed Almas Ali Cawn. 


Upon his lands he ſeized, of jewe's all bereft, 

And . but deſolation was in his province left! 

The treaſures of this virtuous prince before him he had 
borne, 


While lingering in miſery was Almas Ali Cawn, 


A petition, couch'd in words far *bove my humble lays, 
His wife unto this tyrant ſent, to lengthen out his day: : 
Sbe'd freely give bim all from them he had torn, 
If he would fare the life of her Almas Ali Cawna. 


3 


The petition ke read o'er, then orders ſtraight did give 
To drag him from his cell, no longer he ſhould live: 
They ſtrangled him; but, ere he dy'd, he with a riſing 
roan 


Thus curſt the author of his fate, did Almas Ali Cawn. 


« Oh! may continual fiends, while he on earth doth ſtay, 
« Attend on every ſtep, and on his vitals prey; 

„Aud may this be his fentence—in pieces to be torn — 
For uſing thus the virtuous Almas Ali Cawn.“ 
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HENRY AND CA ROLINE. 


Ttend all ye ſwains, and your nymphs hither bring, 
Waile the ſtory to you I relate 
How Henry of Caroline's charms oft would ſing, 
Nor dreaded the changes of fate : 
Her name on the bark of each tree he'd engrave, 
Nature's beauties to her he'd compare : 
All toils he'd encounter, all dangers he'd brave, 
Was his love but return'd by the Fair. 


Tho? villager doom'd, yet bleſt with his love, 


At his ;ortune he'd never repine ; 
Each angel he call'd to bear record above, 
How dear he lov'd ſweet Caroline. 


With ſoothing endearments her love he had gain'd, 
When illneſs attack'd the dear Maid; 

Aſſiſtance to ſave her in vain was obtain'd 
Expiring to Henry ſhe ſaid, | 

Oh! Henry, dear youth ! refrain for to weep, + 
Or to grieve when in earth I am laiv, 

Where free from all cares I ſweetly ſhall ſleep, 
With the bleſt to be raiſed again ! 

Hark, hear the glad ſound ! oh! hear it my love! 
1 obey it with gladneſs divine : 

She dy'd, and the angels convey'd up above 
The foul of the bleſt Caroline. 
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| 535% of each effort which Henry could make, 


Frantic rage took its (eat in his bieait 

He ftrove his dea Carc!ine's counſel to take, 
But grief it had robb'd him of reſt: 

I come, charming maid ! he in extacy ſaid, 
Oh, wait for poor Henry ! he cry'd; 

I'll ſoon overtake thee, thou virtuous maid |! 
And then in ſerenity dy'd. 

With flowers we deckt them a tomb of true love, 
With woodbines encircling their ſhrine 

And ſure if true lovers are bleſſed above, 

So is Henry and ſweet Caroline. 
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SONG XVII. 


SWEET HANNAH OF THE GRANGE, 


OW ſweetly roll'd the fleeting hour 
In Marſton's flowery vale ; 

Where woodbines ſweet adorn each bow'r, 

And cowſlips deck the vale ; 
Where lads and laſſes tell their tales, 

And ſwear they ne'er will change ; 
And I as oft try to prevail 

With Hannah of the Grange. 


One in each ſport I chearful make, 
Ia hopes to meet my Fair; 
Wich joy attend the rural wake, 
It ſhe is to be there. 
Then home J ſet the lovely maid, 
And ſwear I ne'er will change; 
If ſhe'd be mine, my toils are paid 
With Hannah of the Grange. 


When May returns, the ſhepherds are 
With tporting damſels ſeen : 

Not one amongſt them can compare, 
When Hannah trips the green ; 
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Had I the choice of each fair ſhe, 
From her I ne'er would range) 
From 'mong them al! my choice ſhould be 


? Fair Hannah of the Grange. 
PPP 


SONG XVIII. 


EDGAR AND CHARLO TT E. 
T HE ſilver moon, with radiant ray 


Spread wide her beams around; 
The corfew toll'd the parting day, 
And all was peaceful found. 
Down by a mould'ring convent's wall, 
A murm'ring fountain ran; 
There Edgar for his Charlotte call'd, 
And thus his theme began: 


{ Oh! Charlotte, dear, and lovely maid, 
Come, hear my melting lays; 

4 If thou art dead, thy ghoſtly ſhade 
„ Shall liſten to thy praiſe.” 

The convent ſounded with his ſong, 
Awakening Echo- creep ; 

Tir'd wich his plaiative cries, ſo long, 
He ſunk to ſenſeleſs ſleep. 


Before his eyes her ſpectre ſtood, 
All eloath'd in garments white; 

Her robes were ſtain'd with crimſon blood, 
Mott awful to the fight. 

« Sicep on, ſhe cry'd, thou gentle youth, 
„ breathe this air no more; 

I'm ble& in God's eternal truth, 


On heaven's refulgent ſhore. 
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Your parents heard how that you loy'd— 
Fell ruffiaus they engag*'d— 

Te paths unknown they me remov'd, 
My blood their rage aſſuag'd. 

Within yon murm'ring caſcade's ſtream, 
My breathleſs body roll ; 

Awake, my love, no common dream 


Moleſts thy conſtant ſoul. 


Young Edgar roſe, from trance arous'd, 
With dread'ul thoughts opprett ; 

The mourntul gheſt his foul confus'd, 
Then ſt uck his panting breaſt. 

Almighty God, thou Judge Supreme, 
Couid nonght my Cuarlotte fave? 

He aid. and ceas'd—p'ung'd in the ſtream, 
And ſought a wat ry grave. 


„ S RR SCAXcXwXXXXMXXXMXXXXS 
son XIX. 


THE HAPPY MEETING. 


WEET orient beams had ſtreak'd the morn, 
Ani f&ylarks tun'd their lay ; 

The ſun in beauteous luſtre ſhone, 
Proclaim'd returning day; 
When Stanmore walking o'er the plain, 

At length he reach daa ſhore; 
He look'd around, and ſaw Louvain 

Ill- treating a fair maid. 


+ He leapt the hedge, and thither hy'd, 
Aad ſoon arrivinę near, 
« Forbear, proud wretch, he loudly ery'd, 
Thou purſe-proud ſlave forbear ; 
„W hat hateful Dzmon form'd this plan? 
Is ſenſe of virtue dead? 
Thou impious wretch, diſgrace to ma 
May ruin ſeize thy head.“ | 
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Oh ! come, ſweet md! (then took her hand) 

From hence et's haſte away z 

And on that wre:ch, who filent ſtands, 
Miy emnlicience ever prey, 

A riſing bluth her face did ſtreak, 
His words they did prevail; 

A riſing tear ſtole down her cheek, 
And thus ſhe told her tale ; 


„ A father lov'd, a brother dear, 
« | Im us were early ta%en ; 

« No juys e' er fince my mind can chear, 
« In battle they were ſlain ; 

« The news arriv'd, we then retir'd, 
« Of joy being quite bereft — 

« With grief my mother ſoon expir'd } 
See! Stanmore's daughter left.“ 


Amaz'd ! he heard the tale ſhe told, 
And claſp'd ber in his arws : 
That brother here doth thee iafold, 
« Free from all all war's alarms ; 
Long was my ſearch for you confin'd, 
“Till this bleſt, happy morn ; 
* In higher life that mind ſhall ſhine 
„% Which virtue doth adorn.” 


SONG XX. 


THE IMMACULATE BOY. 


HEN Britons involv'd in war long had lain, 
America loſt, and our armies were ta'en : 
At home ali contention, diſorder, and grief, 
Britannia implor'd was to btais us relief. 
Attentive ſhe heard the petition we ſeat, 
And then to Minerva her plaints ſhe gave vent : 
Oh grant me this with, thou ſweet goddeſs divine, 
That a youth may be rais'd from the fam'd Chatham's 
line.“ 
Inſpire the brave youth, and relieve my fell pain, 
oll be true to his king, and our rights will maintain. 
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4 on . 1 conſider'd did this anſwer return, 
bo petition L' gra you no long er ſhall mourn; 
\ FPẽor from the tam'd Chatham, La youth ſoon will rear, 
Wich wiſdom infpir'd, your hopes he ſhal! cheer; 
Dach God leut art the youth to compleat, 
1.0 vo ſooner ariiv'd, but his foes he did beat: 
Lo qe oppoſition he gave the dread blow, 

And the method he took all tl.eir hopes overthrew, 

Infpir'd by the gods ſhe her wiſhes obtain'd, 


To our king he was true, and our rights he maintai'd, 


The Immaculate Boy was the title they gave, 

And our trade he increas'd, our nation he ſav'd; 

Our commerce he extended, our credit he rais'd, 

And far diſtant nations his conduct they prais'd ; 

When fly wily France its fleet did compleat, 

The Dutch to o'erthrow all their hopes to defeat, 

Our fleet ſonn equipt, their projects blew in air, 

Which no ſooner they ſaw, but it fili'd them with fear, 
For the youth was inſpir'd' great glory to gain, 
To the King he'll be true, he our rights will maintain. 


'tho' the Proud Spaniards have captur'd a prize, 

Enrag'd by paſt in'uits, our Lion ſhal) riſe ; 
Sound the trumpet of fame, for again it ſhall ſoon 
Fill all the wide world with, Great Briton's renown; 
When from conqueſt return'd, Neptune's heroes ſhall roar 
We have conquer'd again, as we conquer'd before; 
„% Whiltt the ſon of bright Chatham our meaſures do pan, 
„We'll conquering riſe, or we'll die to a man”. 

Iaſpir'd with true wiſdom great glory to gain 

A wreath of green Laurel for ruiling the main. 
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8 like the ſeas, when roaring ſtorms ariſe, 
An d black'ning tempeſts cloud the vaulted ſkies, 
The lab'ring veſſels, wafted to and fro | 
From the high mountain to its vale below; 
Tis ſo with me—unnumber'd critics tear 
And wound my muſe— nor with compaſſion ſpare: 
But you, my friends, this humble taſk forgive! 
Paſs o'er my tailings, let my verſes live! 
\ Praiſe I deſpiſe, and its in inſidious pow'r : 
Grant that they pleaſe you at a leiſure hour ! 
Tho” vaſt the fault, may beauties be as great, 
Then I ſhall think my happineſs compleat. 
With candour judge, kind Reader, ev'ry way 
Of this production tis my r185T eſſay 
And, when again I tempt the Poet's pow'r, 
TI ftrive to pleaſe, till life itſelf is o'er. 
I aſk not for the pomp of ſounding fame, 
But let me humbly here ſubſcribe my name, 
GEORGE DALE. 
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